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And scape forth, since liberty is licvcr.

Therefore farewell, go trouble younger hearts,

And in me claim no more authority:

With idle youth go use thy property,

And thereon spend thy many brittle darts.

For, hitherto tho' I 've lost all my time,

Me lusteth no longer rotten boughs to climb.

I FIND no peace, and all my war is done,
I fear, and hope.    I burn, and freeze like ice.
I fly above the wind, yet can I not arise.
And naught I have, and all the world I season.
That loseth nor locketh holdcth me in prison,
And holdeth me not, yet can I scape nowise:
Nor letteth me live nor die at my devise,
And yet of death it giveth me occasion.
Without eyen I see, and without tongue I plain:
I desire to perish, and yet I ask health:
I love another, and thus I hate myself:
I feed me in sorrow, and laugh at all my pain.
Likewise displeaseth me both death and life,
And my delight is causer of this strife.

MY galley charged with forgetfulness
Through sharp seas in winter nights doth pass
Tween rock and rock, and eke mine enemy alas,
That is my lord, stecreth with cruelness.
And every oar a thought in readiness,
As though that death were light in such a case,
An endless wind doth tear the sail apace
Of forced sighs and trusty fearfulness.
A rain of tears, a cloud of dark disdain,
Hath done the wearied cords great hmdcrauncc;
Wreathed with error and eke with ignoraxmcc
The stars be hid that led me to this pain.
Drowned is reason that should me comfort,
And I remain despairing of the port.
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I ABIDE and abide and better abide,
And after the old proverb the happy day.
And ever my lady to me doth say
*Let me alone and I will provide/